
  
    [image: Brolach]
  


  
    
      BROLACH

      A DEMON WORLD NOVELLA

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        MARATA EROS

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: T. Rose Press LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            VIP LIST

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        To be the first to hear about new releases and bargains—from Tamara Rose Blodgett/Marata Eros—sign up below to be on my VIP List. (I promise not to spam or share your email with anyone!)

        ♥ SIGN UP TO BE ON THE MARATA EROS VIP LIST ♥ HERE

        ♥SIGN UP TO BE ON THE TAMARA ROSE BLODGETT VIP LIST♥ HERE

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Crystal

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          LUCAS

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Lucasʼ hand clenched around the thick throat of Fred, his half-human, half-demon liaison for the human dredges, and shook him with neck-snapping hardness. His short ebony talons made quarter moons on the pale red flesh of his neck.

      Fred stuttered, his partially human skin sizzling against the tunnel wall he was pressed against, leading to the very bowels of Hades. Fred had no true wish to venture that deeply. He wanted back in the land of humans, to oversee the scum of his small shrine of decadence under the guise of an exotic dance club.

      But he'd need to first suffer at the hands of Lucas, a full-blooded Demon warrior of Hades. Fred would be pressed to tell all―or―be tortured. Both choices were bad ones. Then there was the fact he'd let that bitch Ruby slip through his fingers.

      But how was he to know about Brolach?

      “I will ask you one last time, Fred,” Lucas said, enunciating his name like a curse word. He shook him again, plastering Fred against the stone walls of the tunnel.

      Fred's teeth rattled in his head like loose marbles. “Master...” Fred said, choking on his own placating, “I've tried to tell ya.”

      Lucasʼ face drew nearer, their noses a hairsbreadth from contact, and Fred felt the heat from Lucasʼ skin rise, strangling his nose hair with a swamp of scalding vapor. “Try. Harder.” Those fingers squeezed down on his Adam's apple.

      Fred felt a surge of panic, rising on his tiptoes.

      Lucas smirked, suddenly releasing the squirming Fred.

      He slid down the scalding wall in relief, even as second degree burns erupted over his back and anywhere his skin came into contact with the rough wall.

      Fred rolled away from the burning surface and went to his hands and knees, the floor is the only escape from the throttling heat of Hades.

      Heat rises, he thought randomly. “Your first, Brolach―he's an angel, my lord.” Fred prostrated himself before the fire lord, palms flat as steam clung and swirled on all the surfaces.

      Lucasʼ anger beat down on Fred.

      He cringed, the silence being worse than the demon lord's words.

      “I do not believe that lie. The fable sounds as if you make up a falsehood to buy yourself time with your skin remaining intact?”

      Fred knew that Lucas meant to filet the skin from his body.

      Putting his forehead to the floor, and his sweat dampening the ground beneath him he replied, “Please, master, I'm not lying. Brolach spared the half-breed female with wings from heaven...”

      “Do not name that place!” Lucas hissed.

      Swinging his leg out and it connected with Fred's flank, breaking one rib, and cracking the one beside it.

      Fred gasped, his entire body arced in an exaggerated hiccup as his hand clung to his injured side as he held up the other palm under the subjugation of his demon master. “From Above!” Fred squealed like a pig on a spit, “from Above, master,” he repeated, his voice breaking into a plaintive whisper.

      Lucasʼ black-tinged lips cruelly curled. “That is better, Fred.”

      Fred whimpered, hoping that the punishment received thus far would be the meat of it, and there wasn't still more to come.

      Fred took a deep breath against the hard floor. He usually guessed incorrectly what his punishment would be and suffered for the assumption.

      Lucas put a leather boot underneath Fred's shoulder and rolled him onto his back.

      Fred yelped as his ruined rib protested the movement.

      “Speak,” Lucas said, that foot a terrible presence at his shoulder.

      Fred gazed up at Lucas, his bright red eyes deeply set in the matching scarlet of his skin, horns like polished alabaster stood at attention st the forward part of his head on either side.

      Fred's eyes flicked to the barbed tail as it gave an agitated swish behind him. Those burning eyes narrowed, and Fred spoke before there was additional painful encouragement exacted. “We left him, sire. None of us have warrior's blood. None of us have experience enough to deal with ʼem. Those―”

      Lucas ground his heel into Fred's shoulder, and he mewled like the animal he was, saying between pants, “Those that come from Above―” Fred could be a slow learner, but when pain was present, he seemed to be a little brighter. He hesitated before he said the offensive word: angel.

      Progress.

      Lucas smiled. Steam rose from his mouth, small black teeth appeared like onyx cubes in the light red interior. “Go on, minion,” he said, feigning patience and false encouragement.

      Fred licked his cracked lips, mouth parched like a desert. “They're too powerful, master.”

      “They are not so powerful to one such as I.” Lucas hikes his chin, red eyes glittering.

      Fred lowered his gaze. “Yes, master. I know.”

      “So you ran?”

      Fred could only nod.

      Lucas dropped his foot from the half-breed's shoulder, exhaling in frustration. Dammit it all to hell, Lucas thought, then smiled. Ah yes, he was in hell. A fine place to be.

      Lucas palmed his chin as Fred watched him like a feral cat, poised to flee.

      Lucas whirled and Fred gave a gratifying flinch. “And what of Damon?”

      “He's outside waiting,” Fred said, still not meeting Lucasʼ eyes.

      Lucas nodded, studying the minion at his feet.

      Fred peered up at him from the floor.

      “What? Ask.” Lucas narrowed his eyes at Fred

      Fred sucked an inhale. “Why did Brolach have black wings?”

      Lucas scowled. He would much rather tell a pretty lie than an ugly truth. But in this, Fred was lowly and undeserving. Yet, Lucas understood the threat if his recounting was accurate―Brolach was as Fred said―from Above.

      His eyes found the lesser man's once more. “He is of warrior's blood.” Lucas held up a finger to ward off another verbal faux pas, but Fred just shook his head.

      “But how, how would an,” he swallowed, hesitating as he turned the wording over in his mind, “one from above―fuck one from below?”

      Lucas gave the first true grin of the encounter, steam spiraling upward from the expression. “Carefully.” His face darkened. “And my lesser demon, most surreptitiously.”

      Fred's brows furrowed.

      Imbecile, Lucas thought. Out loud he clarified, “In secret.”

      Fred nodded, a little too rapidly. “He's taken the half-breed, Damon's spawn. We won't receive the virgin reward,” he added in a whine.

      Lucas bended deeply, jerking Fred up and off the floor by his greasy hair.

      Fred howled in immediate horror.

      Lucasʼ reply was slow, clear. “That reward is not for you and yours.”

      Fred grimaced, his scalp on fire. “You promised, my lord,” Fred said with a bravery he didn't feel.

      Lucas smiled again. Steam poured from his eyes, nostrils and his open grinning mouth, causing an opaque wall coming between them. “I lied―fool.”

      He flung Fred against the wall, his skull smashing into the unforgiving rock.

      Fred slumped down the blistering surface, not noticing the hard bite of the wall, his bell soundly rung.

      “I do reward my faithfuls, Fred,” Lucas murmured, snapping his fingers, and sparks like embers crackled above his fingertips. “However, do not forget it is on my terms―my timeline.”

      A demon female appeared. She was colored similarly to Lucas, deep red flesh; her hair―the pure red of the full-blood. Though not the most desirable combination, she did possess the heart-shaped tail end that was the most coveted of their kind.

      Fred's head began to clear. Her nakedness had brought him out of the stupor the rough kiss of stone had given him.

      His eyes took in the beautiful slit between her legs, a shade darker than the surrounding skin and even injured, he moaned with desire.

      Fred crawled to her, and wrapped a hand at her delicate ankle. Fred could smell her female heat, and the delicious organic scent crawled underneath his skin like an addiction.

      He began to shake with his lust, his demon side roaring to the surface in a primitive rush of biology and hapless purpose.

      Fred had never had a demon female.

      They were rare. He had to be satisfied with the lower human females, such as Irene, his dancer from his slum club, Shimmies. The rare half-breeds were utterly disallowed.

      Fred licked his thick lips again. Oh how I want to fuck that stuck-up bitch, Ruby. But Fred maintained barely enough intellect to understand what would have happened to his dick if he stuck it in that particular hole.

      He'd thought the idea to take her with the part-demons who worked at his side in Shimmies.

      His lust had overrode his sense.

      Thankfully, Brolach had interceded, or Fred wouldn't be alive now to think about dodging that bullet.

      He shuddered at the thought of a slow death by the hands of those whose only job was to torture in the hot place.

      When the female began petting his head like her new favorite dog, Fred shivered in delight.

      And Fred was a dog within the hierarchy of demon; low minion on the totem pole. Even this female was above him. And that singular thought bit at his ass.

      However, he wanted demon pussy worse than salving his bruised ego. He'd lap whatever crumb Lucas threw at him.

      There really wasn't a choice anyway.

      “You could never partake of the virgin half-breed, Ruby. However, for your loyal service―even though you did not kill Brolach,” Lucas spit out.

      Fred cowered beneath Lucas, knowing full well that Fred and his other minions soldiers of the dark could never have taken the demon warrior.

      That bit of unfairness was of no concern to Lucas, who continued, “I shall reward you with female demon flesh.”

      Fred spoke from the ground, his raging hard-on pressed uncomfortably against the stone floor. “What of my cock, fire lord?”

      Lucas gave a cackle and the sound singed Fred's ears. “Not demon enough? Well, we shall see.”

      Fred peeked up from the ground as Lucas waved his concern away. “For a taste of female devil, you can heal your staff.” His dark scarlet brows rose.

      Fred nodded.

      He would go in his pants if he didn't have her. Even the threat of burning his prick off couldn't put the fire of his need out.

      “Rise, Fred.”

      The female wrinkled her nose. “Lucas, he is half-human,” she commented with a sultry pout of her wide scarlet lips, thinly lined by ebony.

      Lucas scowled at her words.

      Jerking her close, he allowed his talons to grow, and though he was fully demon, many generations ago, a Druid vampire had his way with a demon female of his line, and that one genetic anomaly provided a special protrusion on the tip of the index talon of his dominant hand.

      He used that genetic aberration now, easily finding the female's slit and burying that nubbed tip inside her hot pussy.

      She gasped, clinging onto his broad shoulders as he pulled his finger in and out of her clenching heat.

      Lucas increased the friction until that finger with its four inch long appendage was a blur of color as it dove and pulled from her core.

      The demon female's legs parted and Lucas rammed her harder, her breaths coming in irresistible gasps and exhales of pleasure.

      Lucasʼ eyes shifted to Fred, never stopping his work inside her snatch and he instructed, “Get undressed.”

      Fred did, biting his lip to stifle the pain of his injured rib.

      “Come for me, Mia,” Lucas said as he buried his finger in a thrust he knew would pierce the opening of her womb.

      She shouted in a mix of pain and pleasure, emptying her orgasm around that deeply embedded talon, her vaginal walls closing in a painful fiery cocoon around Lucasʼ hand, burning him.

      Lucasʼ head kicked back and he hissed in lust. Always fucking perfect to touch a demon in her darkest heat.

      Lucas brought her down on the cold stone floor as Mia looked up at him, his finger slowly pulling out of her hot channel on a sigh of their heated union of flesh.

      “No, it is too much the favor Lucas,” she said in a voice that was stolen of its strength after the orgasm he'd forced from her, the pulsing of her walls a dull ache of heat and need.

      “Not too much of one, and,” Lucas said, licking her hot juices off his soaking talon, “you shall take all that I will into your body.”

      Fred moved quickly to the demon female and she moved as though to close her legs, barring his entrance.

      “Open your fire hole, Mia,” Lucas warned, his tail flicking from phallus to barbed in an instant.

      She shook her head, eyes catching sight of the dangerous protrusion at his tail's tip. “You wouldn't,” Mia whispered, her eyes showing too much of the white, too wide in the deep crimson of her face.

      Lucas came closer and Mia tried to move away even as Fred took liberties with her entrance.

      Testing her heat, Fred pushed a finger into her deep, hot wetness and she shuddered at his revolting touch. Mia was a female demon, not some bone for all the rabid half-breeds to fuck when they'd done well on their nefarious errands for Lucas.

      “I would,” Lucas purred in answer, “and well you know it.”

      They stared at each other while Fred dug around in her snatch, trying to stuff two fingers inside her.

      Mia's eyes broke away from Lucasʼ first, and she huffed her displeasure, moving her legs apart and the human removed the offending digits and lowered himself on top of her. His pathetic penis found her easily and she smiled, her eyes meeting those of Lucas over the minion's shoulder.

      She read the expression on Lucasʼ face and was pleased. Fred would get that dick scorched off his body. And more.

      There was some pleasure in the result of the repugnant fuck with a mongrel.

      Fred plunged inside Mia in a sure stroke of desire without logic, his penis giving a lustful surge of increased hardness as the demon female gasped at the aggressive entry that impaled her.

      Then the burning began and Fred tried to pull out, thinking the pain would soften him. The agony was insufficient. Instead, his cock became like a flagpole on fire as Fred tore his prick out of the female to seek relief.

      But his dick didn't come as Mia lifted her hips and deeply sucked his raging shaft back into her scalding hole.

      Fred howled while impaled inside her, unable to stop fucking Mia, he drove himself against her―again and again, until a numbness stole over his prick and he screamed for mercy. Begged.

      There was none.

      Mia did not listen, but met the thrusts that he could no longer feel, though his cock remained harder than it should have been.

      Lucasʼ tail came from around his back as he watched Fred pump himself into the full-blood demon female, and readied his phallus at the end of his tail. Lucas never gave reward for without cost.

      Fred should have been aware.

      As Fred howled in frustrated lust, his dick a burning nightmare that was attached to his body, Lucas came from behind and pierced his gyrating asshole.

      “Ah!” Lucas yelled in delight as he ass-raped his minion, who bellowed at the invasion, for Fred had always thought to be the rapist, but never the rapee. He was even now being alleviated of that title.

      Lucas pinned Fred against the spread demon female he could not stop screwing, and used his phallus most cruelly inside his minion.

      He drove it inside his tight, virgin ass with all the finesse of a mack truck through an unlit tunnel.

      The event was sublime, and Lucas felt his mouth go slack with the sheer pleasure he derived from a thorough degradation―always a favorite. Though not nearly as enticing as the tight ass bud of a female, the sensation of an untried hole that needed filling with demon seed was a good one nonetheless. This back end bud would suffice most adequately, both in purpose and deed.

      Lucas was not picky with depravity. If another could be used, he was first to volunteer.

      As Lucasʼ tail worked in and out of Fred's ass, Mia began to wail in pleasure, her lord forcing his considerable phallus in the unsuspecting part-human, driving him deeply inside of her.

      Mia watched his torture as she also partook.

      Perfect.

      Lucas bent down next to Fred's ear, his tail length sufficient to allow him the proximity. “This is what it feels like when one is raped,” Lucas whispered in a seductive purr.

      Fred groaned as Lucasʼ tail plundered his ass. Now both his asshole was on fire, along with his prick. Lucas grabbed Fred's shoulder and with a final deep thrust, unloaded his scalding seed deep inside his minion as he brought Fred to climax with all the power his command possessed over the lesser demons, “Come now!”

      Fred's tortured bellow of forced pleasure rang in an echo within the corridor of stone and heat.

      His ass was on fire with the demon seed from his lord and rapist, and the scalding cunt of the female clamped down on his numb prick, milking it of the biggest load he'd ever fired.

      As Fred came, Mia grabbed his ass cheeks, digging her short black nails deeply into his flesh. She drew blood, spreading the sides of his ass wide.

      Lucasʼ ground down hard, burying his phallus-tipped tail even more deeply.

      Fred weakly grunted at the final invasion, and slipping into unconsciousness, he collapsed on top of Mia.

      “Eew!” Mia said from beneath him as he lay like the dead on top of her.

      Lucas extracted his spent tail tip and shoved the minion off his breeder female.

      She smiled coyly up at him and pursed her lips in a sexy pout. “And I thought you weren't going to let me have any fun, Lucas,” she murmured, regaining her breath.

      Lucas grinned down at her, flicking his tail behind him; the remains of gratifying sex splattering the wall behind them with a pop and sizzle as it made sharp contact with the heated stone.

      “I'm always fun, Mia,” Lucas said, but with a bite to his voice.

      Her face screwed up in a frown, taking the place of her smug grin.

      When the remaining minions, and Damon entered on Lucasʼ telepathic command―his smile grew deeper,  and even more satisfied.

      They surrounded Mia.

      A mixed group of half-bloods, some with horns, some without. All had the phallus at the end of their aborted tails. Half-bloods could not sport the full-sized tail of the pure bloods.

      Damon met Lucasʼ eyes then gazed down at the spread breeder as terror began to fill her expression, erasing all other emotions.

      “Fuck them all, my demon breeder.”

      Lucas stepped over the unconscious Fred then turned his back on the female so he would not be bothered with her screaming.

      A nasty business, that.

      Fred paid the price for letting the half-breed female and the traitorous Brolach slip between his fingers. They let their fear at his alien blood rule them.

      Lucas dismissively glanced at Fred as he snored his pain and humiliation away while the other half-breeds encroached on the female demon breeder.

      Mia needed humbling.

      She'd become too complacent as his concubine. He would see that she served the lesser demons on her back. And the especially cruel master of them: Damon.

      Lucas strode swiftly to his chamber, his thoughts already on the next conquest.

      Brolach.
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